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When The Stars Go Dark 


"Cameras are rolling, Dave." 


| look up and stare straight into the lens of the camera before me. There are two others trained on me, 
capturing every movement | make and every word | say. Behind them sit three guys, all of them doing every 
job on this little documentary. 


We're sitting in a small library in one of the film-makers houses. There's a fire place with wood stacked in it. 
Books line the walls and, to my right, is a small table with a glass and pitcher of water. The house is in the 
middle of nowhere, surrounded by trees and a good hour's drive from the nearest town. 

| take a deep breath. "Where do you want me to start?" 

One of the guys, Jerry, | believe, looks over the camera. "Start from the beginning.” 

Pouring myself a glass of water, | take a sip and turn my attention back to the camera. It's time to talk about 


all of this. l'm preparing to enter my fifth decade of being on this planet and I'm not going to be around 
forever. Maybe | can get other people to open up. 


Normally l'm not nervous when giving interviews but this one is making my heart pound. My palms are sweaty 


and, putting the glass down, | wipe my palms on my jeans. 


"My name's Dave Grohl and I'm the front man for the Foo Fighters," | begin, my voice halting and slow. "As you 
know, the name for the band comes from the World War Two term for unidentified flying objects. My record 
and film labels are named after Roswell in New Mexico. In 2005, we played a show there. I'm also an alien 


abductee." 


| always knew | was a special child. Not because my mother told me. It was a feeling, deep in my soul, that | 
wasn't like everyone else. Yet it was a feeling | couldn't place, something that felt older than time itself. 
Something that drew me to sit in my back garden and stare at the night sky, debating whether we were alone 
in the universe. I'd go to peoples houses and walk around their gardens, telling them that UFO's had landed 
there. 


| must have been five or six when it first happened. The sky was so clear that night, with the stars scattered 
across it like diamonds. Despite it being summer, there was a slight chill in the air. 


It was as silent as a mouse, sliding from behind the roofs of the houses. As big as a football stadium, it had 
hung in the air, rotating slowly. There were no lights, no noise. Just this giant spacecraft hanging in the sky 


above me. 


To say | was terrified is an understatement. | bolted, running for the house. But before | could make it to the 
back door, something grabbed hold of me, wrapping around my ankles and dragging me away. As | dangled in the 
air, my fingers trying fruitlessly to grab the grass, | tried to scream. But nothing came, my young voice 
suddenly silenced. | was pulled higher until | found myself hanging in the shadow of the craft. 


Then | was inside. | don't remember an opening. There was no door, nothing. | just appeared inside the ship. | 
found myself in a room, strapped down to a table. Finally | was able to scream and the sound | made was one 


of pure terror. Never have | made a sound like it since. I'd wet myself, too, the terror too much to take. 


They seemed to melt from the shadows, beings no taller than myself. All of them were grey, with bulbous 
heads and large, almond shaped black eyes. They had tiny noses and little slits for mouths. 


What they did to me is a blur. | remember a sharp pain in my left arm. | remember their voices in my heads, 


a mix of English and whatever their native language was. At the time | didn't realise what they were doing. It 


wasn't until | was in my thirties that | realised they had been teaching me how to communicate with them. 


"Tell us about the ships, Dave." 


Shaking my head, | come out of the daze I've been in for the past few moments. Taking another drink of water, 


| look at the three men. 


"As | aged, they became bigger and more elaborate. The photos you see of these tiny craft zipping around the 
skies? That's nothing. Those are scout ships, probably searching for someone." | chuckle. "Probably looking for 


me. 

The three men continue to watch me, waiting for me to say something else. 
"You ever see the movie District Nine?" | ask. 

All of them nod. 

"That's what the current fleet of ships look like. Huge crafts the size of cities." 
"How come no one's seen them?" Jerry asks. 


"Cloaking." My voice catches and | realise I'm probably starting to sound like a real kook. "They become invisible 
but they're there, sitting in the Earth's atmosphere." Suddenly I'm desperate to prove my point, prove that I'm 


not crazy, and | reach into my pocket for my phone. "Let me show you." 


Eventually | lost count of how often they came for me. | tried to mark it on the calendar or keep a journal but 
it was fruitless. There were times when | didn't even realise I'd been taken until weeks or months later when I'd 
have some recurring dream or a strange sixth sense. Eventually, | just gave myself over to my fate. | was 


someone the aliens were interested in. 


Over time, the ships did indeed get bigger. From that first, football field sized one to the Manhattan size ones 
that follow me around now. They stopped growing when | hit my forties, something which, in a way, made me 
kind of sad. It felt like we'd come to the end of an era No longer could | watch out for the little changes they'd 
made. Whatever they were now flying was obviously the largest spacecraft they had. 


It also felt like maybe they were nearly done with me and whatever purpose | was serving on this planet. It 
was a feeling that both relieved and terrified me. What came after this? What would happen? Was the end 
coming? | kind of have a feeling that it is. 


The aliens changed with me. As | grew older so their appearance changed. No longer were they child sized 
greys. Now they were tall and thin with angular heads and long, spindly fingers. With time | found myself 
conversing with them. They appeared to enjoy this and told me they were from the Perseus Arm of the 
universe. They also gave me knowledge of what was to come for the human race. Some of it is useful. Most of 


it scares the living shit out of me. | pray to a god | don't believe exists that | won't be here when some of it 


happens. 


One thing | asked them was of their interest in the human race. Thousands, maybe millions, of people claim to 
have been abducted. They can't all be lying. The aliens told me of their home planet, of how they're millions of 
years ahead of us. To them, we're mere bacteria, our tiny brains and constant warring confusing them to the 
point of them sending reconnaissance ships. They want to help us. Want to help us develop and expand. They 


want us to stop killing one another. Most of all, they want to save us from ourselves. 

Yet they're not all good. | seem to have fallen in with the "good crowd’. They tell me that their millennia of 
advancement have stopped them from feeling emotion. They no longer differentiate between "good" and "evil". 
Some, they told me, act more humanely than others. 

Our conversations didn't stop them from taking my blood and other.. fluids. Saliva, semen, bile, plasma. They 


took it all and never told me why. What they did tell me was that they wanted to save the human race. 


Wanted to move us to another galaxy before we ended ourselves. 


Before me, the three men sit, stunned and silent. It seems that they didn't expect a story on this scale. Didn't 


expect a lifetime of abductions. 

"Each one was different." My throat's getting dry and | glance at the phone in my hands. On it is a photograph 
of one of the ships, its massive bulk hanging over my house. The theory is that the expansion of digital 
photography has allowed us to see these crafts more and more often, the cameras seeing beyond the range 
of the human eye. 

"Each abduction," | add. "Is different." 

"How long do they last?" 


| shrug. "Minutes, hours, days. Who knows? But | always wind up back where | was. Be that at home, on the 


tour bus, on our plane." 
"They've taken you from your plane?" 


| nod, still refusing to look up. "No one appears to notice. | must get sent back to the exact moment before | 
disappeared and the human brain can't accept that tiny glitch in the matrix." 


"You've spoken a bit about glitches," Jerry says. "Do you want to elaborate?" 


| first started noticing them when | was a teenager. Have you ever noticed them? You think something was in 


front of you and it wasn't? Or you think you see something in the sky and suddenly it's not there? Or you the 
dog walked in and then walks in again? Ever get that feeling that something's not right but you can't put your 
finger on what it is? 


Glitches in the matrix" we call them. Partly it gets its name from that moment in the movies where the cat's 
seen twice. A flicker in the fabric of time. These glitches are partially caused by them. They move through 
time and space mostly invisible, unseen by the human eye. Why do you think dogs bark at nothing and cats 
suddenly bolt from a room? Its because there's something there. Something from another dimension 


Something that's screwing with ours, whether intentionally or not. 


"The band name," one of the other men - Mark, | believe - begins. "Was it deliberate?" 


"Very much so. | know I've said it's a stupid band name. But, at the time, it was a calling card to let others 
know | believed. Maybe, in a way, | wanted to help others feel that they weren't crazy. That there was 
someone else just like them. Someone who was watching the skies and listening to the radio waves Someone 
else who wanted to believe that they weren't sixty shades of batshit crazy. And it worked. | get letters and 
emails from others who've been taken. Their stories are far, far scarier than mine ever will be. | remember 


the first one... 


It arrived not long after | went public with the band. Someone got hold of that original tape | did and wrote me 
a letter. It opened with | know you believe. The person felt comfortable enough to send me a twenty page 
letter detailing their abduction and the resulting aftermath. Like me, they were taken multiple times. Unlike me, 
this person was taken from remote places; their farm, empty roads, deserted truck stops. Unlike me, they 
were subjected to things that would become the stuff of nightmares. Unlike me, they have no idea why it's 
happening. 


| kept that letter, along with all the others I've received. There's files of them locked away. Thousands and 
thousands of confessions from people who fear for their jobs, homes, families, and lives. People who thought 
the only person they could reach out to was a musician. People who, unlike me, don't have the chance of going 


public. 


"Why'd you choose to go public, Dave?" 


"| fired the people who told me | shouldn't. Got rid of the people who said it would ruin my reputation. Fuck my 
reputation! I'm at a place now where | don't give a shit about what people think of me. I've got a story to tell 
and | fell like | have to make a stand for all of those who don't have a voice. All those who fear what they'll be 
called if they even try to admit to what's happened to them. I'm here for all of them." | pause. "And the 


dreams. I've got to talk about the dreams." 


Every night there are dreams. Some people don't remember theirs but I've kept a note of mine. Sometimes 
they show my past and the events that lead me to where | am now. Others haunt me for days afterwards. 
Images of a world ravaged by war. The dead and the dying and those who are marked to permanently leave 
this world. Those are the dreams that scare me the most. Those are the ones | want to wake from. They may 


also be the reason | sleep so little, the fear of what I'll see in those dark hours too much to bear. 


3am is the worst time for them. That's when the dreams become nightmares, complete with all the senses. | 
can smell, see, touch, taste, and hear things. They're so realistic that often | wake and wonder where | am. | 
debate which world is real, the one l'm in or the one l've supposedly imagined. Other times | debate whether, in 


those moments, I've been taken to the future before being transported back to my present time. 


Often that's when | get out of bed, fearful of closing my eyes again. Its in those moments that | revert back 
to being a child, scared of the dark, scared of the shadows, scared of what lies within my own mind. The 
monsters aren't beneath the bed. They're in my mind, placed there by creatures many deny exist. 


Jerry leans forward and peers over the top of his glasses. "Tell us about your house." 


For a moment, | try and stare into his eyes. Try and work out why he's making this series. But he's 


unreadable, the shadows turning his face into swells and pits of shadow. 


Clutching the glass, | take another drink of water, trying to ease my desert dry throat. 


My house. That place where l'm supposed to be safe from the middle of the night encounters with creatures 
that, still to this day, frighten me. There's no way you can ever get used to coming face to face with a tall, 
slender grey being. Whether they deliberately instil this fear or whether it's a human reaction, | don't know. 


Maybe the adrenaline and increased heart rate calls to them like a beacon 


The house is tricked out with sensors on the doors and windows. There's an alarm system that uses motion 
sensors and a safe room below the stairs. Yet they still get in They step through walls, doors, and ceilings as 
though there's nothing there. There's nothing more unnerving than seeing those four spiny fingers wrap 


around the edge of a door. 


Why do they always seem to come at night? That's a question many have asked and no one has a straight 
answer. | have my own thoughts on it though. 


"What is your opinion on the night time visits?” Mark asks. 


Taking another drink of water, | shrug. The jug is empty and | hold it out. One of them takes it and steps from 


the room. | continue to talk. 

"Why do | think they mainly come at night? Why not? Its the perfect time for a person to be taken Most of 
the time, they're asleep. Or thinking of sleep. They may be travelling along a dark, lonely road with the sole 
intention of going to bed. The mind is somewhere else. The body is weary and beginning to shut down. The 
person is less likely to fight 

The jug is returned to me, filled with water. | look at the three men. 


"You don't have any beers, do you? This is getting deep." 


One of them nods and leaves, returning a moment later with an ice cold beer. | take a long slug of it, savouring 


it as though its my last. 
A bubble of serenity envelopes me, the feeling you get after doing something for several straight hours. | can 
just make out the three men sitting in the shadows beyond the cameras. The room is lit so that I'm the focus 


of the frame, the surroundings left in eerie shadows. 


Again, | glance at my phone. Its now the early hours of the evening and I've been here since just before noon. | 


take another drink of beer. 
Tony, the final of the three men, speaks, "How did you find out why this was happening to you?" 


For a moment, | pause, gathering my thoughts. My eyes are focused on that tiny red light just above the 


camera lens and | find myself gathering my thoughts once more. 


"My father called," | begin 


He did. A few months ago and asked me to go and see him. We had a break from everything, so | went. We sat 
in his home, drinking coffee and making small talk before he dropped the bombshell of the century. 


"You're not entirely of this world" 
"lm sorry? ‘scuse me?" 


He sighed and leaned back, his eyes turned toward the ceiling. "We didn't have a lot of money and your mother 


was a government employee." 


Suddenly I'm sitting on the edge of the old, worn arm chair, my mug clasped tightly between my hands. "What's 
that got to do with it?" 


"They offered us money. To have you." 
"The fuck?!" | demanded. "Dad, | know you're getting old, and probably going a little crazy, but come on" 


He smiled at me, knowing full well | was teasing him. "They did," he continued. "We were thinking of having 
another child when they came to the door." 


| raised an eyebrow. "They?" 

"Three men in black suits. Naturally we were wary and refused to let them in. That was before they showed 
us government identification We were able to verify them via the school. They offered us money. A 
substantial amount." 


"What the fuck for? And why the fuck didn't you say no?" 


"Because we needed it," he sighed. He shook his head. "You're going to think l'm crazy. That this is the 


ramblings of an old man." 
The mug nearly shattered in my hands. "Just fuckin’ tell me, Dad!" 


He averted his eyes and looked at the floor. A wave of emotion crashed over me. He was trying to tell me 
something and, for some reason, couldn't find the words to speak. Finally, he sighed. 


"They come for you, don't they?" he asked, his eyes still on the floor. 

"They?" 

He finally looked at me, his eyes suddenly not as weary as before. "Aliens." 

A chill settled down my spine and | leaned back in the chair. No one knows. No one's ever known. | hadn't told a 
soul. Not until | agreed to come out on a Discovery Channel documentary. I'd never told anyone. Not my family, 
not my lovers, not my partner, not my band. It had always been a skeleton in the closet. My dirty little secret. 


"How-" | began. 


He held up a hand to stop me before shaking his head. "Please don't make me feel guilty. We never knew it 
would turn out this way." 


"Dad, could you please stop talking in fuckin’ riddles and get to the fuckin’ point." 


| watched him swallow before his attention turned back to me. "We were told it would help you in life and, 
obviously, it has. Even when you were that kid who dropped out of high school it was obviously working for 
you. What we weren't told was that it would make you a target" 


| sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. “That what would help me?" 

"You carry their DNA. It sits in the shadow of your human DNA, but it's there 

| sat back and stared at my hands. Stared at my skin Tried to imagine what made me me. 
"But why?" My voice was far quieter than before. 


"Because they, the government, needed somewhere to store it. Needed living humans. And you're not the only 
one, Dave. Why do you think so many people talk about being abducted? Some are scientists, others are truck 
drivers. But, at some point, their family would have been offered money to have this off world DNA spliced 


with their own" 
"But why?" | asked again 


"Because they didn't believe they could keep the samples forever. They thought they would deteriorate so 
decided to add them to humans. And that is most likely the reason they keep coming for you. It's like a 
tracking beacon for them. The DNA is passed on to any children you have." 


"So will they be taken too?" | demanded. 

My father shrugged and sighed "Only time will tell. But there's one more thing" 
"And that is?” 

"What you carry comes from the bodies recovered at Roswell’ 


That floored me and, for the first time in my life, I'd been silenced. Had that been why I'd felt like | was drawn 


to the town in New Mexico? 


Exhausted, | slump against the chair I've been sitting on for the past few hours. My butts aches, my back 
aches, my head aches. I've told all | have to tell. As many of the abductions as | can remember, how | became 
involved in the UFO community, and why I'm here talking to three guys from the Discovery Channel. All of 
them have confessed to being believers. At least one of them, Mark, has admitted to being taken. He's told me 


his own story, off camera, As always, I've promised to never tell a soul 


"How does it make you feel?" Mark asks. "Do you think this.. modification has given you godlike qualities?" 

With my head down, | chuckle softly. "Not in the slightest. I'm just a guy who got lucky. | was in the right place 
at the right time. That's all. Nothing more. Besides, I'm not the only one out there who has this.. modification 
There are others and not all of them have what | have. Not all of them are famous. I'm just in a position to 
talk about what happened to me." | shrug and lift my eyes to the camera In the lens, | see my tired eyes. "I'm 
just the one who helps to maybe free them from the prison society has put them in 


"And the government," Jerry begins. "Have they come back for their samples yet?" 


| shake my head, not bothering to brush away the hair that falls into my eyes. "No, not yet. Maybe they 
never will. Maybe they won't get the chance." Again, | shrug. "Who knows." 


| love these skies. Skies so dark and so clear that you can see for miles. The Milky Way paints itself across the 


dark expanse and my heart leaps as a shooting star streams before my eyes. 

The road is deserted with dark, skeletal trees lining both sides. | try to forget where | am and what I've spoken 
about, instead focusing my attention on the radio. For nearly twelve hours, | sat before those cameras and 
talked about my life. Talked about me and how | came to be here. Mused over every little thing that had 
happened, every little encounter, dream, and sighting. Dissected my band and my music, telling them of the 
things l'd hidden in lyrics and those I'd thrust right out into the open. 


From the trees, a shadowy figure steps and | only just manage to brake. As they step into the headlights, my 
heart goes into freefall. 


Large, dark, expressionless eyes stare at me and a spindly arm stretches toward the car. My throat closes 
and my hands tighten around the steering wheel. It voice glides through my mind like a spectre. 


its time. 

"For what?" | manage to croak. 

It doesn't reply. 

| can feel tears welling in my eyes. "Don't | get to say goodbye?" 

The being tilts its head to one side in what | can only assume is a shrug. 


"Please?" 


As if by magic, the car door opens and my seat belt is unbuckled | cling to the wheel, sobbing and shaking as | 
plead to stay. Beg to see my family and say goodbye. Nothing touches me as my fingers are peeled from the 
car. The being remains before me, a bastardised deer in the headlights, its hand forever stretched to me, 


willing me to take it. 


My body becomes weightless as l'm drawn from the car. For a moment, | hang limp in the cool, August air. 
There's no one around No one to see me me take this final journey to the heavens above. Suddenly l'm as 
terrified as every letter I've received. I'm begging for this to end, to be allowed to get back in my car and 
race to the nearest town. To hide away what's happened and never speak of it again. To cringe whenever 
anyone says that those who've encountered unidentified objects are crazy, kooks, should be laughed at and 


locked away. 


But I'm one of them. One of the chosen. We've been immortalised many times over in books and movies. Even 
the religions talk about those who will ascend to a higher plane. Yet | don't think this is what any of the 


religious texts had in mind. 


Wherever l'm going, it's to help the human race to survive. Wherever I'm going, my name will no longer be 


Dave. Instead, it will be one of the millions of words these beings have for "chosen". 


My limbs and head dangle, suddenly limp and useless, my back arched. Behind me, | see it, a monolithic craft 
hanging in the right sky. The creature steps up to me and takes my hand, its skin oddly warm against mine. | 
choke, my tears drying. 


‘lm ready," | softly say, "to go home." 


From Lights In The Sky website: 


Following the mysterious disappearance of Foo Fighters front man, Dave Grohl, three producers of a Discovery 
Channel TV show he was involved with have reported receiving a letter signed by Grohl himself. The letter comes 
three months after Grohl went missing and reportedly reveals the location of documents he's kept hidden for the 
past thirty years. Hs management, family, and band were unavailable for comment. 


Grohl was forty-five at the time of his disappearance and had been filming a documentary on his own experiences 
of alien abduction He went missing on a deserted West Virginia road. Hs car was discovered there the following day. 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


